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George Ogle, Eſq; 


SIR, 


Sag ROM my long Experience 
"a of Your extenſive good Na- 
E tiure, I preſume to hope, You 
may pardon this Publick Vio- 

lence on Your Modefty ; eſpecially, 
ſince I flatter myſelf, that thro' the 
Series of our Acquaintance, and the 
Familiarities of an unconfin'd Conver- 
ſation, with which You ſo frequently 
honour me in Your retir'd Hours, I 
never dealt diſingenuouſly with You 
before. If this is not enough; give 
me Leave to ſay, that even You are, 
in ſome Meaſure, acceſlary to the Li- 
berty I have taken with Your Name, 
A by 


4 The Drvickrion. 
by not only encouraging me to at- 
tempt a Tranſlation of a fayourite Au- 
thor, but by expreſſing Your Appro- 
bation of it, when finiſh'd,----perhaps, 
— too partially. 

You now, too late, ſee the Conſe- 
quence of Your kind Advice; but it is 
no more in Your Power to reſtrain 
Yourſelf from doing habitual good 
Offices; and from what You believe 
may be of Service to Your Friends ; 
than it would be conſiſtent with my 
Gratitude, not to ſay, Vanity, to omit 
ſo juſt an Occaſion of acknowledging 
Your repeated Fayours, (which You 
ſo multiply upon me, that nothing 
cou'd ſave me from the "greateſt Con- 
fuſion in receiving, but Vour Manner 
of conferring them) and of claiming 
Your Protection to a Performance, that 
owes its Riſe to Vou; and is intended 
to give my Subſcribers, eſpecially the 
Ladies, ſome Opinion of my Abilities, 
as a Tranſlator, by preſenting to them 
in an Engliſh Dreſs, with ſome Accu- 
Tacy, the moſt Aamir and Courtly Re- 
mains of Antiquity, (which has re- 

cei ved, 
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ceived, as the beſt Recommendation to 
them, its laſt Poliſh from Your kind, 
and judicious Correction) in Hopes 
they will again honour me with their 
Names to a Work of greater Length, 
and Labour; an intire Verſion of Silius 
Tralicus; undertaken, likewiſe, at Your 
Deſire; and in which, You know, I 
have made ſome Progreſs. 

I have often thought, that there is 
as much Vanity in the affected Brevity 
of our preſent Dedications, as there 
was Flattery in former Ones; and 
hope, ſince the Length of this betrays 
me not into an Obloquy of the laft 
Sort, it may be the more eaſily excus'd. 
Thus much, in Juſtice, I judg'd neceſ- 
fary to ſay; but as to what I might ſay, 
the World has already anticipated all 
Encomiums, and prevented the Sallies, 
which the Warmth of the higheſt 
Gratitude and Eſteem might other- 
wiſe lead me into, by its concetying 
ſuch early, and uncommon Hopes of 
a Young Gentleman, of ſo generous, 
and yet ſo unſaſhionable a Turn of 
Thought ; Who, contrary to the Taſte 
| A 3 of 
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of our Men of Mode, firmly believes 
an old Greek Author is as edifying as 
a modern French Novel That Muſeus 
has given us the Hiſtory of a memora- 
ble Amour, above Two Thouſand 

Fears ago, with as much of the true 

Belle Eſprit, as any of their Writers of 
Gallantry; and that Learning and 
Study are not entirely unneceſſary 
Qualifications for a Fine Gentleman - 
And Who is as remarkable for agreeably 
dividing his Time between his Books 
and Friends, as He is for his Delicacy 
in the Choice of both; if He had not 
failed in One Inſtance, by allowing the 
unmerited Honour of a Place, among 
the happy Number of the Last, to his 
moſt _ 


Faithful and Obliged 


Humble Servant, 


JA. STERLING.» 
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D E Reader of the Poxu of Hero and 
0 = Leander, will naturally expect ſome 
'Th Account of the Author of it. The 
OF, J Title it beats in the Original attri- 

butes it to Maſæus; the ancient Mu. 
ſeus, as is ſuppos'd, that lived before Homer. 
And, tho' ſome Critics deny it to be his, all ſeem 
to think it no way unworthy of him. | 

Miſſæus, was Son, or Diſciple at leaſt, to Or- 


pheus, as Strabo and Diadorus inform us. A 
. Diſciple ſo ſtrictly obſervant of his divine Ma- 


ſter, that he would not prefer his Claim at the 
Pythian Games, for the Prize decreed to ſuch 
as ſhould ſing the beſt Hymn in Praiſe of Apollo, 
becauſe Orpheus had declin'd that Honour before 
him. 

For any other Particulars of his Life ; he is ge- 
nerally thought to have been gifted with a double 
Inſpiration; as they ſay of Orphens: He is 
thought to have been a Propher, as well 1 a 

bes. 
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Poet. Srrabo is of this Opinion, And Pauſanias 
adds in Teſtimony, that he himſelf bad ſeen 
ſome of his Preaittions : For which Reaſon, per- 
haps, he was held worthy to be admitted Prieſt 
of the Goddeſs Ceres; and. to preſide over the 
Eleuſinian Rites at Athens. This is certain; he 
was eſteem'd of ſo high Account, that Hercules, 
if we confide in the Authority of Diodorus, vi- 
fired Muſæus in his Travels, to be initiated by 
him in t oſe ſacred Myſteries. 

One Thing more. There was at Athens, a cer- 
tain Hill frequented by Muſæus, where he us'd to 
ſing his Veries, and where he was afterwards n- 
terr d. This Hill, which ſucceeding Ages im- 
belliſhed and fortified, was call'd Muſeum. And 

ave Riſe to that Word ſo much in modern Ule. 

ofterity, (the moſt candid Judge of Merit) often 
carries its Veneration for great Men, to the mi- 
nuteſt Circumfances relating to them. The Spot 
where our old Chaucer fram'd his Canterbury- 
Tales, will never be forgot; no more, than the 
Tomb in which the Mantuan Bard was buried. 

It was hinted above, that all Critics do not ad- 
mit the Poem of Hero and Leander for Authen- 
tick. I mean in Relaiion to the ancient Mu ſæus. 
They perceive, or fancy they perceive in it, cer- 
tain Traits, that betray a later Age, Nice Dif. 
cerners! who, like their Brethren the Afedaliſes, 
can aſſign its diff-rent Date to every Piece that 
falls into their Hands, from the different Kind of 
Ruſt it carries with it; when oftentimes the Er. 
ror lies not ſo much in the Fancy of the Poet, as 
in the Judgment of the Critic. ok 

But of all Critical Deciſions, that, pa upon 
this Poem, is ſurely the moſt Extraordinart, 


There is ſomething in it, ſay the Connoi ſſeurs, a 
certaia 


certain Character of the Delicate and Pol ite, that 
diſtinguiſhes it ſufficiently from the Antique. 
Were this Rule to take Place, it is in the Power 
of any Man to decry the Antiquity of any Wri- 
ter. Even Homer himſelf would come under 
the Claſs of Modern Poets. 3 it not be ob- 
jected to the Nias, with equal Reaſon, that it is 
the Work of à later Date, becauſe one of the 
fineſt Compliments is to be found in it, rhat ever 
was given to Beauty? I mean, what the old Sages 
1 the Walls of Troy, over-whelm'd, 
as a certain learned Lady expreſſes it, with the 
Calamities of a long War, and aſſembled to de- 
bate upon Means to put an End to it; I fay, 
whar theſe old Sages exclaim upon Sight of the 
Cauſe of it, Helen! who comes to view the 
Combat between her Two Husbands, Paris and 
Menelaus. I will inſert the Paſſage it felf, as it 
is tranſlated by Mr. Pope. 


There ſate the Seniors of the Trojan Race, 
Old Priam's Chiefs, and moſt in Priam's Grace waerm——os 
Chiefs ! who no more in bloody Fights engage, 
But Wiſe thro Time, and Narrative with Age, 
In Summer-Days, like Graſhoppers rejoice, 
A bloodleſs Race, that ſend a feeble Voice. 
Theſe, when the Spartan Queen approach'd the Tum y, 
In ſecret own'd reſiſtleſs Beauty's Pow'r ; 
They cry d, No wonder ſuch Caleſtial Charms, 
For Nine long Tears have fot the World in Arms! 
What winning Graces ! what Majeſtick Mien! 
She moves a Goddeſs, and ſhe looks a Queen! 


Monſieur 4e la Motte, who has undertaken to. 
mend the 7/744, could not improve this Compli- 


men 
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ment of Homer. Upon the whole ; admitting 
this Rule to take Place, tho' it deſtroys the Au- 
thority, it raiſes the Merit of the Poem. It is a 
ſufficient Commendation of it, to ſay, that it is 
too delicate, too polite, to be ancient, at leaſt 
to us Moderns, | | 
Ils would not be thought to inſiſt, that this Piece 
is poſitively of the ancient Muſeus. I believe it 
would be as difficult to demonitrate, that it is, 
as ſome find it to demonſtrate, that it is not, 
And as I never can acquieſce to the Vehemence 
of Scaliger, who affirms,” that Homer has ſtolen 
from this Poem, many of his fineſt Strokes; ſo, 
neither can I intirely ſubmit to thoſe who avow, 
that many of the fineſt Strokes of this Poem are 
ſtolen from the Dionyſiacs of Nonnus, an Author, 
who liv'd about the fitth Century ; becauſe there 
are many Things in each, that reſemble the 
other. This, at beſt, is to be poſitive ia Matter 
of ConjeQure, | | 
It may be urg'd, that Caſaubon, in his Re- 
marks upon Diogenes Laertini, aſſures us, that ſe- 
veral learned Men, particularly Gronovius and 
Leo Allarius, have feen a Manuſcript, which 
bore for Title, Mae 03 Tpapparixs me 
xr *Hpo g spd; that is to ſay, The 
Poem of Mulæus, the Grammarian, r1pS0u Hero 
ans Leander. But who is ſure, that this 
very Manuſcript, which runs againſt the Current 
of all other Manuſcripts, muſt not owe that Ti- 
tle to the Ignorance of ſome later Copyeſt? As to 
what Pauſanias delivers, as his Opinion, that 
the Performances attribu ed to Muſæus, are the 
Works of Onomacritus, tho' that would make 
this Piece tolerably ancient; fince Ovomacritus 
flouriſh'd about the Time of Piſſtratus, that is 
5 | to 
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to ſay, near Five Hundred Years before Chriſt; 
yet ſo many Apccryphat Works are given to this 
Onomacritns, as occaſion treſh Doubts, whether 
one Man could poſſibly have been Author of all. 

There sas ſe mething dropt above, of the Ve- 
hemence of Scaliger. This Critic not only up- 
holds the Poem of Hero and Leander to hare 
been wrote by the ancient Myſezys; but prefers 
it, upon Account of Excellence, as well as An- 
tiquity, to the Works of Homer himſelf! This 
is too much his Manner of Criticiſm. The Ob- 
jects of his Praiſe (as it often happens to our 
Beauties) loſe in the World's Opinion, that Com- 
mendation they deſerve, by getting that Com- 
mendation they do not deſerve, A Man may 
ſay, without Extravagance, that this Poem has 
ſome Strokes of Delicacy in it, not inferior to 
others of the ſame Nature in the Ozyſſey and 
Tiad, This may be ſaid, without Outrage to 
Homer. But none will bear to be told, that 
Homer has ſpoiled the Beauty of the Paſſages, 
by a mean Imitation! | 

Upon the whole; it is of very little Conſe- 

uence, whether this Work be Genuine or not. 
Fi Poem good in it ſelf, as Mr. Congreve obſerves, 
in the Preface to his Tranſlation of one of the 
Hymne of Homey, attributed, by ſome, to the 
aforeſaid Onomacritus ; a Poem, I ſay, good in 
it ſelf, cannot really loſe any Thing of its Value, 
tho? it ſhould appear, upon a ſtrict Inquiry, not 
to be the Work of ſo eminent an Author, as 
him, to whom it was firſt imputed, 


N AD VER. 


ADVERTISEMENT T. 


F HE Reader is to be informed, T hat the 
following Pieces were firſt printed in 
Dublin ; that Mr. Sterling has received 
the Encouragement, and bis Tran/lation the 
Applauſe, of moſt of the Perſons of Taſte and 
Figure in Ireland, as is evident from a very 
numerous. Liſt of Subſcribers prefix'd to the 
Dublin Edition. Nor are there wanting, 
ſome, on this Side the Water, who think 
the Merit of the Work juſtly intitled it to 
the Succeſs it has met with ; their Opinions 
are the Reaſons for this Publication of it. 
The Tranſlations from Anacreon, c. 
we are told, are the Works of a young Gen- 
tleman of Learning and Figure ; the Life of 
Muſæus is from the ſame Hand; and if we 
may be allowed to gueſs, the Name which 
appears in the Front of Mr. Sterling's Dedica- 
tion, belongs to the Author of them. A Man 
who ſets forth the Work of another, may be 
allowed to praiſe it ; but, it is hoped, that 
it will never paſs for Flattery, to ſay, That 
theſe Tranſlations will be beſt ſupported 
by their own Merit, as being exact Copies 
of the Simplicity and Purity of their 


Originals. 
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Hero and Leander. 


on ING, muſe, the conſcious torch; whoſe 
re 6 friendly light 

Led the bold youth, amid'ſt the gloom 
ys of night, 


O'er devious tracts of ſwelling waves, to 
prove 


The ſweet-ſtol'n pleaſures of advent rous love: 
Pleaſures! inhanc d by ſtealth! unknown to day, 
And ne'er diſclos d by morn's invidious ray! 


Sing the kind Seſtian maid, th' enamour d boy, 
Their bliſsful commerce, and the ſcene of joy! 


B Hark! 
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Hark! o'er the beach the Guading ange dert 
And, lo! Leander plunges in the deep ! 
Behold! the joy-proclaiming lamp above, 

The ſignal, guide, and harbinger of love! 
Ambaſſador, and emblem of the flame, 

Which warm'd fair Hero, the night-wiſhing dame! 
Herald of Venus, ſmiling from on high 

A pleaſing challenge to his diſtant eye! 

Steer'd by whoſe light, he cuts his liquid way, 
And hails the ſparkling ſubſtitute of day ! 

The bride-adorning lamp decreed to grace 
(For ſo ſhou'd Fove decree) the radiant ſpace; 
Amidſt celeſtial, kindred orbs to ſhine ! 

For ever call'd the love-propitious fign! 

Never in gentle offices remiſs! 

Nocturnal hand-maid of connubial bliſs ! 

— O never! —'till rude winds, and ſtorms profane, 
Deſtroy d the hallow'd blaze, and plow'd the main | 


But, goddeſs, thou the plaintive lay recite, 
The lover drown'd, and love's extinguiſh'd light! 


Where far-fam'd Helle's ſtreighted current roars, 
Between fair Europe and the Aſian ſhores; 
Two towns riſe adverſe, on the neighbouring ſtrands 
Abydos there, here tow'ring Seftos ſtands 
Leander there, Abydos boaſted ſon; 
Bright Hero here, the ſtar of Seftos, ſhone ! 


Their correſponding charms the Cyprian boy 
Saw, and reſoly'd to ſpeed the fated joy: 
He 
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He ſaw, and ſtraight his bow intenſely drew; 
To either coaſt the love-ting'd arrow flew : 
The gen'rous pair confeſs'd the mutual ſmart, 
The double conqueſt of a ſingle dart ! 
Form'd for each other, bleſt with ſocial truth; 
A blooming virgin, and a gallant youth! 
He more than man, in ev'ry grace refin'd! 
And ſhe, the faireſt of the fairer kind! 


But, ſtranger, thou, whom fortune ſhall conyey 
O'er the rough chanel to the Thracian bay; 
O feed thy ſoul a while with ſoft delight! 
Lo! fadly-pleafing objects court the ſight! 
Here ſtood the tow'r, renown'd with Hero's name! 
There hung aloft the love- conducting flame! 
Vonder the ſwimming bridegroom met his fate; 
* Whom till, ſtill, mourns the hoarſe-refounding ſtreight. 


Now, trace the dawning paſſion in its flight, 
Its rapid progreſs, and meridian height! 
Attend the tranſports equal love imparts, 
The ſoft transfuſion of exchanging hearts ! 


The beauteous Hero, bleſt with gifts divine, 
The fair deſcendant of a noble line : 
With awful preſence, and majeſtick mien, 
The worthy prieſteſs of the Paphian queen; 
In pride of youth, diſclaim'd the bridal rites, 
And bloom'd, unconſcious of the ſoft delights ; 
O Venus! gainſt thy ſon thy prieſteſs ſtrove, 
Nor duly learn'd the myſteries of love! 
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Studious of life in innocence, and eaſe; 
Tho' born to charm, ſhe barely wiſh'd to pleaſe; 
And, in a tow'r, a ſafe retirement choſe, 
Which high above the neighb'ring billows roſe: 
There a new ſea-born Venus ſhe appear'd ; 

The prieſteſs, as the deity rever'd; 
Nor did the ſemblance of the mortal's face 
Th' immortal's emulated charms diſgrace. 


From her fond parents tho remov d fo far, 
Vet free from female ſpleen, and talking war, 
Content ſne lives. Her hours ſerenely roll, 
And peace rewards her purity of ſoul: 
Free from contagious follies of her ſex; 
No vices taint her mind, nor ſlanders vex: 
She ſcorns, ſelf-happy in a virtuous fame, 
(While whiſp'ring envy dares not vent her name) 
The nightly dance, the lewd unthinking croud, 
The gay aſſemblies of the vain, and loud; 
Where various ruin lurks in gilded baits, 
And ev'ry woman ev'ry woman hates; 
Where on the beſt, the worſt reflections fall, 
And each wou'd arrogate the charms of all. 


The ſhrine of Venus claim'd her conſtant care, 
In daily ſacrifiee and grateful pray'r; 
To Cupid too the miniſterial maid, 
To dreaded Cupid, ſacred honours paid: 
The god with vain libations ſhe rever'd; 
But well he knew ſhe worſhip'd, cauſe ſhe fear d; 
Vain were ſuch bribes againſt his fiery dart ! 
He ſcorn d a meaner off ring than her heart. 


** 


Sacred to Venus and Adonis flame; 

To which, as yearly- ancient rites ordain, 

Aſſemble in due pomp the female train; 

The charming maids, who breath Hemonian air; 

The Phrygian dames, and Cyprus tender fair; 

With thoſe, Cythera's ſpreading walls contain'd 

(Nor youth, nor maid within thoſe walls remain d) 
The Choirs on Libaus ſpicy. ſummits: ceas'd; 

Of Liban none were abſent from the feaſt; 

None of Abydos, or the neighb'ring iſles; 

Drawn from all parts, collected beauty ſmiles; 

With rival charms at Seſtos all convene, 

Who boaſt the radiant eye, and graceful mien: — 
Well may we gueſs, why maids aſſemble there 
Well may we gueſs, why thither youths repair; 

In crouds they come but, not with bare deſign. 

To pay ſole rev rence to the pow'rs divine. 


Above the reſt the beauteous prieſteſs ſhone, 7 

So e the temple ſeem d her own!- 
Her heav'nly form -invades the raptur d Gght,. - 
With awful wonder, and fublime delight; | 
While thro' the fane, amidſt th' adoring throng. 
With Cytherzan grace ſhe moves along : 
Around her head diffuſive glories play, 
Adorn the feſtal, and improve the day: 
Mildly-benign, the lambent luſtre ſtreams; 
Serenely- bright as Oynthia's ſilver beams; | 
Her {miles correct the rays, her eyes employ; . D 1264 
As if like heav'n, unwilling to deſtroy: yr; 
B 3 Her 
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Her cheeks of bloom a field of lillies ſhow; 


Where interſpers d the bluſhing roſes blow : 


Her neck, her breaſt Arabian ſweets diſpenſe, 


And, like a low'ry meadow, charm the ſenſe; 


Her ſhining limbs, when- cer diſclos'd to view, 
Thro' pureſt white emit a crimſon hue; 

And, while the polifh'd ſtones confeſs her tread, 
On the ſmooth. furface ſhadowy roſes ſhed, 
Where'er ſne walks the roſy tincture flows, | 
And from beneath her ftole the rich reflection glows. 


To three the Graces were confin'd of old, 
And doting bards the lying legend told; 
But in her charms unnumber d Graces reign, 
And as men gaze, they multiply their train: 
New-ſpringing beauties ev ry glance adorns 
An infant grace in ev'ry motion's born; 
A thouſand little loves, with ſportive wiles, 
Bask in her eyes, and revel in her ſmiles! 
Imperial Venus ſeems to reign above, 
And give tu earth another queen of love! 
Goddeſs! thy prieſteſs well deſerves the grace, 
Perfe& of mien, and elegant of face: 
Pity miſtaken mortals, that transfer, 
Neglecting thee, their oriſons to her; 
For while ſhe bears thy delegated name, 
Thou'lt doubly reign, another, and the ſame. 


At ſight of her, the coldeſt boſom burn d, 
And young deſires to freezing age return'd;, 
Her charms diſpens'd a pow'rful influence round; 
All gaz'd, nor gaz'd unconſcious of a wound: 


From 
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From undeſigning ſmiles her triumphs riſe, 
And nations fall the victims of her eyes: 
They ſigh, they glow, they languiſh, they adore; 
And numbers love, who never lov'd before ; 
All their deſires in one great wiſh concurr d 
Kind heav'n! the bleſt monopoly afford, 
The ſole propriety of vaſt delight, 
And, oh! (if poſſible) a bridegroom's right! 


Her ev'ry geſture guides th* obſervant train: 
With her they move, with her they ſtop again; 
Each heart to the fair tyrant homage pays: 

Each eye, by ſympathy, her eyes obeys: 

Of all the paſſive crowd ſhe ſeems the ſoul, 

Directs each part, and actuates the whole. 
Triumph'd the virgin, —- While with beauty fir d, 
Thus ſpoke ſome bolder youth what love inſpir d. 


The ſhining maids, who grace Laconian coaſts, 
The charming daughters, proud Mycene boaſts, 
Oft bleſt my wond'ring eyes! excelling maids! 
© Where art, and nature lend their mutuat aids 
Where haughty rivals call forth ev'ry charm, 
And bright contenders. for ſoft triumphs arm; 
* Ambitious each to meet her lovely toe, 
Their flutt'ring hearts with emulation glow: 
© Each, conſcious of perfection, hopes ſucceſs 
From native charms, and harmony of dreſs. 
© ———— Theſe have I ſeen, with rapture theſe beheld! 
© Yet now, amaz'd, I ſee ev'n theſe excell'd! 
* (Ye gods!) by heav'n-born Hero all furpaſs'd; 
: Thus, tho' 1 judge her, with a travel taſte! 
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nn her own radiant form, and air divine, 

One of the graces ſure attends this ſhrine! 

© Still muſt I gaze! ſuch · blended charms unite, 

«© As tire, not ſatisfy, my aking fight! 

Cloſe - folded in thoſe naked. charms, I'd wait 

© Impending ruin, and abſolve my fate! 

By inſtant death (o too luxuriant thought!) 

« Cheaply believe the mighty tranſport bought! 

© Pleas'd with the glorious purchace, yield my breath, 
And ſmile amidſt the agonies of death! 

© — Or wou'd ſhe now to.nuptial joys incline, 

Not wiſhing gods ſhou'd change their heav n for mine, 
Not Fove, with the. dominion of the skies, 
FBribe me, great Hymen! to renounce thy ties; 
© But if, o Cytherea, tis deny'd. 

To gain th' obdurate prieſteſs for my bride; 

* Beſtow, indulgent to my ſecond pray'r, 
* Another Hero, like thy Hero fair ! 

Nor, Cytherea, this requeſt deny; 
If heav'n another Hero can ſupply ! =mmmm_nne 


Thus he. While others, hopeleſs of relief 


In ſecret ſighs alone indulg d their grief. 


But thee, Leander, nobler thoughts inſpire! 
— He ſcornd to languiſh in clandeſtine fire: 


h Life, without love, diſdain'd 2— Yet wou d not die, 


Like cowards, for a cure, they dare not try. 

To ſee, to love, then meanly to deſpair, 

Prevents the pity, of the gen rous fair: 

Madmen, and daſtard fools their pains conceal, 

When they who gave the wounds have paw'r to heal. 
_ But 


= 
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But he at once to his bright quarry flew, 
Durſt boldly hope, and what he hop'd purſue. 


Still, and again he look'd, again ſurvey'd 
In luxury of charms the blooming maid ; 
While from love's torch. fierce fires collected riſe, 
Burn in his breaſt, and lighten in his eyes: 
The warring paſſions, blown to rage, begin 
To blaze, and make an anarchy within: 
His bounding heart beats quick, his eye-balls row], | 
And wildly ſhew the tumults of his ſoul. - = 


Be timely-warn'd, unpractis d youths, beware, 
And ſhun deſtructive, lovely woman's ſnare; 
Their baneful ſplendor, and inchanting ſmiles, 
Where ruin in the dreſs of heav'n beguiles! 
From beamy orbs the pointed miſchief flies; 
Lur'd by their light, the heedleſs gazer dies! 
—TH' unerring glances of a ſpotleſs maid, 
Swifter than feather'd ſhafts, our hearts invade, 
Her eyes ſtrike ours, and the pernicious blaze, 
The gliding poyſon to our s CONVEYS | wes 


Awe, ſhame, amazement, with the pallid train 
Of doubts and fears, now in his boſom reign: 
Love, hope, deſire, alternate, now break forth, 
With boldneſs, conſcious. of an innate worth: 
While Cupid whiſpers to his ſecret foul : ome 
A brave ambition ever ſcorns controul; 

Tis thus by my eternal laws decreed, 
© Who greatly dare be happy, fall ſucerod.” 
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Th' ignobler paſſions now no more affail'd 
His wav'ring mind, but all the god prevail'd! 
With cautious ſteps, he makes a faint advance, 
And fteals obliquely an imperfe& glance: 

— She mark'd the guilty look; and ſtrait he tries 
To lure her to an intercourſe of eyes: 

By flow degrees, near, and more near he drew; 
His graceful mien preſenting to her view; 
(Lovers, indulgent to your ſelves, excuſe 

The well-plan'd ſtratagems that lovers uſe) 
Pathetick geſtures ſoothingly implore, 

And win attention to his ſilent lore; 

No honeſt blandiſhment of love untry'd, 
Artful he ſhews what he aff:&s to hide; 

The ſupplication of a ſtifled figh ; 

And the dumb rhet'rick of a pleading eye. 


With joy the bluſhing maid his paſſion found, 
Saw his diſorder, and approv'd the wound 
Abſolv'd paſt fortune for that ſmiling hour, 
Which ſhew'd her firſt the compaſs of her power; 
Hail'd her ſucceſs, bleſs'd her triumphant eyes, 
Rich in the conqueſt of th' illuſtrious prize! 


Then firſt, bright virgin, from Teander's charms, 
Thy tender heart perceiv'd love's ſoft alarms! 
— With gradual ſtealth, ſhe rais'd, as if by chance, 
Her down-caſt eyes, and ſhot a fide-long glance; 
A look, fo languiſhingly-kind, ſhe ſent, - 
As more than ſpoke the tonder things ſhe meant; 


Strait 


— — 
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Strait ſeiʒ d with ſhame——bluſhing, ſhe turn d aſide, 
Half hid her face, or wou'd be thought to hide! 


The raptur'd lover ſaw the thin diſguiſe: 
(What can eſcape a lover's piercing eyes?) 
Saw the ſucceſs his boldeſt thoughts prevent, 

And read in feign'd reluQance kind conſent. 


Now his fluſh'd hopes high as his wiſhes flew, 
Gay-flatt'ring ſcenes his forming fancy drew! 
But forc'd to wait the flow approach of night, 
He curs'd the ſun, and intervening light; 

Sigh'd for the kind occaſion to declare 

His ardent paſſion in perſuaſive pray'r; 
Impatient to behold love's planet riſe, 

And ſilver Heſper bleſs th' auſpicious skies; 
To meet the melting maid, without controul, 
And pour forth all the fondneſs ot his ſoul. 


For when the night her ſable veil has ſpread, 
(The prying ſun lodg'd in his wat ry bed) 
Thoſe golden hours indulgent gods allow 
To win the fair, and breath the tender vo-w: 
Ye envious ſpies, diſturb not that bleſt time; 

For maids may liſten then without a crime. 


At length he ſaw the love-obliging ſtar, 
And ſober night fix d in her ſable car: 


Th' embold'ning ſhades drove awkard fear away, 
And left cold ſhame, and modeſty to day! 
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With due reſpect, and yet a dauntleſs air, 
{Decent aſſurance!) he approach'd the fair; 
Seiz d her ſoft hand, the moulded fingers preſ#d, 
While ſighs deep-lab' ring heaw' d his inmoſt breaſt: 
In act to ſpeak . But rapture tied his tongue; 
And words would then the big ideas wrong. 


Ill coud the maid the warm addreſs withſtand. 
Yet with fictitious ſcorn withdrew her hand; 

Half taught her face, for once, to wear a frown; 
And chid his boldneſs with her looks alone; 
us if reſentment, and a virtuous pride 
Words to chaſtiſe ſuch infolence deny d 
But the bold youth, not now to be reſtrain d, 
(Her manner of diſſembling ſhew'd: ſhe feign d) 
Seiz d her rich robe, while beauty fir'd his thought, 
Her ſacred robe, with myſtick figures wrought, 
And with a pleaſing violence conveyd 

The half- reluctant, half-conſeating maid, 

Thro' the fane's rev rend iſles, and holy gloom, . 
To the laſt dark receſſes of the dome, 

Slow. with unequal ſteps the deſtin'd bride, 
Gently compelbd, tollow'd her eager guide; 

Till thus, with ſeeming indignation fraught, 

She ſpoke in threats, repugnant to her thought. 

* Preſumptuous ſtranger ! arrogant, and vain! | 
What vapours taint, what frenzy fires your brain? 
Who ever heard of an attempt ſo bold? 

O, whither wou'd you lead ? forego your hold — 


« Hence 
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Hence fly—forbear, raſh man !—begone, and live, 
Or hear th alarms a virgin's cries ſhall-give! 

© Unhand me——fly——forbear, raſh man! -— begone! 
* Hop'ſt thou to find a maid fo quickly won? 
LAlffront a prieſteſs at the facred ſhrine! 

* Hence—— ſhun my pow'rful father's rage, and mine 
* —— My father ſhall — but vengeance beſt belongs 
To Venus; — Venus ſhall revenge my wrongs!” 

Of ſweet compulſion thus the fair complains, 

With broken accents, and in female ſtrains; 

But well Leander knew the virgin-art, 

And found her tongue at variance with her heart. 


What tho', at firſt, ſhe treat him with neglect ? 
—="Tis but what maids muſt do, and men expect; 
The youths, who perſevere, at laſt ſhall find 
A ſure reward from all the gentle kind: | 
— Threaten they may—but let experience prove, 
No paſſion's permanent in them — but love. 

And fix'd as fate, we know it is decreed 
That love to threat'nings ever ſhall ſucceed: 
Thus Hero, for a while, maintain'd the field, 
Only that with more honour ſhe might yield! 


Now, fluſh'd with joy, he darts into her arms, 

And in a rage of love, invades her charms; 

Convulſive ſtrain'd her to his panting breaſt, 

And on her neck a burning kiſs impreſs d; 

(Her ſnow-white neck!) fainting, intranc'd he lay 

And on her fragrant boſom died away ! 

Till, in a burſt of ſighs, extatick, broke 

His vented thoughts; and with returning life he ſpoke! 
C Thou, 
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© Thou, Pallas, hear! thou, Venus, ſpeed my pray'r! 

Thou wiſe, next Pallas! thou next Venus fair! 
For ſure, that wiſdom, this cceleftial face 
© Proclaim thee ſprung from more than mortal race. 
© Xtherial maid, worthy to ſhine above 
Among the daughters of Saturnian Fove ! | 
O, while ſuch charms the bold idea raiſe, E* 
© Think not my tongue too laviſh in thy praiſe! 
While yet you ſtay to bleſs theſe low abodes, 
Nor ſoar to native skies, and kindred gods; 
0, be ſome pity to thy fuppliant giv'n! 
« Pity! the glorious attribute of heav'n ! 

© —But yet, if only theſe fix'd eyes behold 
A preſent deity of mortal mold; 
Give me due words thy tender ſoul to warm; 
* (Thy foul, reſponſive to fo bright a form!) 
« Bleſt be thy fire, who bleſt by thee the earth! 
And doubly bleft be ſhe, who gave thee birth! 
Il plead not only mine, but Venus cauſes 
As Venus prieſteſs yield to Venus laws: 
«© Beware, leſt a falſe worſhip you purſue! 
< O! be the prieſteſs of her pleaſures too! 
Cold in your zeal, a novice in your art, 
As yet, you know your duty, but in part; 
Neglecting the moſt pleaſing, folemn rites; 
« Tho' nature dictates, and tho youth invites! 
« Before this altar maids profanely ſtand; 
No off ring's grateful from a virgin-hand ! 
« From the rich gum in vain yon odours riſe ; 


« The ſpicy vapour ſmoulders in the skies! 
« Inju- 


E 


* Injurious to the worſhip you profeſs — 

Thus fays your law ———-Omitting, you tranſgreſs 
Quick then, atone the fin—repent, in time 
For, know, miſtaken virtue is your crime: 

The mighty queen prepoſt'rouſly you ſerve, 

* Confeſs her pow'r, but from her precepts ſwerves 

* Foys, and the genial bed! are thoſe ſo hard? 
How wou'd it ſound to be from thoſe debarr'd ? 
O, let her own divine example move, 

And by her mandate tune your ſoul to love! 

* There only, her divinity conſiſts 
* — Take love away, and ſhe no more Cxiſts! ——— 
Teach me, thus low, and grov'ling at your feet; 
Inſtruct your ſlave ſuch wondrous charms to greet! 

* Your ſlave! — O check not my ambitious flame! 
And let me add a husband's dearer name 
Come, potent god, whoſe darts thoſe ſighs avow, 
Come, juſtify my bold pretenſions now! 

In my appeal, I urge a ſtrong decree, 

Aſſiſt a wretch, firſt made a wretch by thee? 
Hermes, who rais'd his hopes, in juſtice led 

* Alcides to the charming Lydians * bed: 

Hermes, and Venus too, my ſuit approve: 

Then where art thou, ſuperior god of love? 

Each are alike concern d, our cauſe the fame; 
Aſſert thy pow'r, and vindicate my claim. 


© But think, thou cruel fair, nor think too late, 
© Of raſh Arcadian Atalanta's fate! 


— | — 


* Omphale. 
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Who ſteeld her boſom gainſt the gallant boy, 
Deaf, and relentleſs to the proffer d joy; 

Till, doom'd by pitying gods, like him, to bear 
The pangs of ſlighted love, and black deſpair; 
she woo'd deſpis d Milanion in her turn, 
And long, long felt the youth's alternate ſcorn. 
Hence, by example, I conjure you, ſhun 
The wrath of Venus, and her vengeful ſon. 


Such pow'rful words, with ſuch perſuaſive art, 
Diſarm her pride, and ſooth her melting heart; 
A wan'dring bluſh vermilions o'er. her cheeks, 
That glow with ſoft forebodings, as he ſpeaks. 
Her modeſt eyes, ſtill fix d upon the ground, 
Confeſs'd the young deſire, and pleaſing wound; 
Involuntary ſighs, a fault'ring pace, 

Her ev'ry action with diforder'd grace, 

Her robe, thrown Oer her head to veil her ſhame; 
All theſe th* emotions of her heart proclaim ; 
While ſpeaking ſilence, ev'ry thought betray'd. 
Silence! ſure ſign of a conſenting maid! 

Love and Leander all her foul poſſeſgd, 

And new-born wiſhes ſtruggled in her breaſt! 
Nor leſs her beauties fir d the furious boy, 

Wild with deſire, and trembling to enjoy! 

His eyes with rapture wander o'er her charms, 
Her love-form'd waiſt, and taper- poliſſid arms; 
Her heaving breaſts, (ineffable delight!) 

Dear to the touch, and tempting to the ſight! 
*T'was heav'n to guels, by thoſe that were reveal'd, 
What facred charms her decent ſtole conceal'd ! 
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At length; with looks, to threaten, and beſeech, 
As bluſhes gave her leave, the found her ſpeech; 
And, by a thouſand tender fears oppreſt, 
With trembling lips theſe charming ſounds addreſs. 


« Stranger! thy words (words to theſe cars unknown!) 
Might ſoften rocks, and melt impaſſive ſtone! | 
O ſay! who taught thy all- ſeducing tongue 
* Love's various magick in a ſyren's ſong ? 

Alas! wild wand'rer, why did'ſt thou explore, 
Far from thy native home, this fatal ſhore, 

© To wound my peace by thy inchanting ſtrain? 

* Inchanting all! yet all thou fpeak'ſt is vain! 

© To thee, dear libertine, thus us'd to rove; 

* To thee ſhall I refign my virgin-love? 

© Conſent at once! o haſty choice! o ſhame! 

* Ev'n thou in ſecret wou'dſt my conduct blame. 
Vet ſhou'd I fondly yield! —what bars oppoſe 
A lawful union! — what ſucceeding woes. 
* Neer ſhou'd I gain my rigid parents voice 

* To hail our bliſs, and ſanctify my choice. 
* Hop'ſt thou unmark'd at Seſtos to remain? 

« Slander will find thee, and diſguiſe is vain. 

* How wou'd licentious tongues divulge my ſhame, 
* And envy wanton on my murder'd fame? 

Her buſy eye love's laſt receſs invades, 

Tho lodg'd in deſarts, tho conceal'd in ſhades; 

* And *mong thy looſe malignant ſex, how few 

* But boaſt of favours, which they never knew? 


© Yet Cer we part, iluſtAbus ſtranger, tell 
Thy name, and country; — mine thou know'ſt.too well 
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© In yon ſequeſter'd tow'r, that mates the r 
Its baſis lav d by ever- murmè' ring floods, 
* I live; I reign in ſolitary ſtate, 
Free from the tumults that annoy the great: 
* Diſturb'd by nought but my fond parents fear, 
With one kind maid my lonely hours to cheer: 
No youths and virgins join the ſpritely choir, 
No wanton notes the ſportive dance inſpire, 
No muſick there ſalutes our dreary ſhore, 
But tempeſts rage, and waves eternal roar.” 


She ſpoke——again her face with bluſhes glows ;- 
New nameleſs charms from her confuſion roſe: 
In vain beneath the friendly veil ſhe tries 
To hide th' all- piercing radiance of her eyes; 
Fain wou'd recall her words abaſſod, afraid; 
And wonders at th' advances which ſhe made, 


Whelm'd with the great ſucceſs, th' exulting boy 
Scarce cou'd ſuſtain the tide of ruſhing joy; 
Till wak'd by reaſon from his golden dream, 
He plans ſubſtantial bliſs, and forms the wily ſcheme. 


Cupid, indulgent to a faithful ſlave, 
Preſcribes the balm to heal the wounds he gave; ; 
A ſure phyſician in th' important hour, 
If patients humbly ſupplicate his powrr ; 
And thus th' inſpiring god his aid affords, 
Thus prompts his pa” wa theſe artful words. 


Charmer 


1 


- 
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Charmer! for thee, what hazards wou'd I run? 
© Not ſeas of fire, nor thun'dring tempeſts ſhun! 
© To call thoſe heay'nly beauties mine, I'd brave 
The huge tenth ſurge, and mount the blazing wave: 
* Danger ſhou'd loſe its name for ſuch. a prize; 
And horror {nile delightful to my eyes 


Me from thy arms, with Interpoſing tides, 
© In vain the rapid Helle divides; 
© If from thy tow'r there ſhines ſome friendly light, 
To guide my paſſage, and direct my fight, 
© I'll ſtem the current to thy dear embrace; 
(Hence, know, Abydos is my native place) 
* Nightly, and ev'ry night, conducted o'er 
By thy kind ſignal, reach the happy ſhore; 
Then panting, ſhiv'ring, ſeek thy circling arms, 
* And, with new vigour, claſp th' enlivening charms! 
*'Tis thine to hang the pilot-lamp above, 
And I, my ſelf, will be the bark of love; 
* Bound to the golden port, and ſunny climes, 
© Where in rich mines exhauſtleſs ore-ſublimes ! 
Let ſtorms rage loud, and ſeas impetuous row], 
Let dull Bootes only gild the pole; 
* Steer'd by my better ſtar, I ſhall diſdain 
« Faithleſs Orion, and the northern wain. 
gut, gentle maid, when you the torch extend, 
* Think on your care my lite and love depend: 
* Shou'd boiſtrous winds deſtroy th' important light; 
I too muſt fink in everlaſting night. 
© If now, . impatient, you require my name; 
* —Bchold Leander! not unknown to fame 
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By ſmiling fortune from Abydos led 
To ſhare bright Seftian Hero's ſpotleſs bed. 


Straight the fond pair kindly re ſolv d to taſte 
Nocturnal ſweets, and Venus rich repaſt; 
She to expoſe on high love's blazing guide, 
And boldly he to ſtem the ſwelling tide. 
But while they meditate the nuptial bands, 
With interchanging hearts, and plighted hands; 
And while, in ſoft endearments, they employ 
Their glowing thoughts on well-concerted joy; 
Amarz'd, they found night's ſhades were near withdrawn, 
Nor durſt they in the temple wait the dawn; 
But, breaking from each other's arms with ſpeed, 
The next to be the happy night, agreed. 
Reluctant to her tow'r the prieſteſs flew, 
And he from the long-winding ſhore withdrew ; 
There careful mark'd the rocks and deſtin'd ſtrand; 
Then launch'd to ſea, and reach'd Abydos land. 


What pangs to wiſhing lovers abſence brings? 
The lazy minutes move on leaden wings! 
With curſes they devote the hated light, 

With ſighs invoke the bed-adorning night. 


At length the bleſt appointed hour draws nigh, 
And the returning ſhades involve the sky : 
A death-like ſilence o'er awd nature reigns, 
And downy ſleep extends his filken chains; 
Leander only wakes———ſtern love denies 
Peace to his thoughts, and ſlumber to his eyes; 


On 
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On the bleak ſhore he waits th* expected ſign, 
Impatient to behold love's herald ſhine. 


True to her promiſe, Hero ſoon diſplays 

The torch, that diſtant darts its glimm'ring rays; 
Straight, with retorted fire, his boſom burn'd, 
And flame for flame his ſparkling eyes return'd. 
But when he faw the foamy chreatning flood, 
A while, irreſolute in thought, he ſtood; 
Yet, purpos'd to fulfil love's mighty laws, 
He cou'd not, durſt not fear in ſuch a cauſe; 
Tho' warring elements conſpir d his doom, 
Black ſtorms, toſt ſeas, and night's tremendous gloom.” * 
Hero! bright Hero's my reward! he cries! 
At her lov'd name each ftear-form'd monſter flies! 
© Is there to doubt ?—Then why that coward-ſtart ? 
© —But,. hence !—'tis paſt Now, anſwer, o my heart, 
Which wou'd'ſt thou chuſe, when fate is in extreams, 
© By ſeas to periſh, or inteſtine flames? 


**Tis thine, o ſea-born Venus, to controul 
© The wat'ry waſte, where waves terrifick row!; 
* Sprung from the main, tis thine to ſmooth the tide; 
© But chiefly_thine o'er lovers to preſide; 
Me ther, o queen, to thy protection take, 
And fave Leander for thy Hero's fake!” 
Thus the brave youth and ſudden * 
Circles his ſilken robe around his head; 
Naked, with manly beauties, ſprings from ſhore; 
(His eyes ſtill fix'd on the light-bearing tow'r ) 
Bounds o'er the billows, and with ſinewy limbs 
(Himſelf, at once both ſhip and pilot) ſwims. 
: Mean: 
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Mean time, on high, the watchful maid extends, 


And from inclement winds the torch defends ; 
Skreen'd by her robe from ev'ry direful blaſt, 
*Till the tir'd lover reach'd the ſhore at laſt. 


| Scarce his wet limbs his length'ning robe infolds, 
When Hero, love-wing'd Hero, he beholds : 

To his extended arms the ran, the flew, 
Twin'd round his neck, and to his boſom grew; 
Thro' his cold lips infus d her balmy breath, 
Claſp'd him, as reſcu'd from devouring death ; 


Warm d him to life, with ſpeechleſs tranſports fill'd, 


While yet his hair with briny foam diſtilld. 
The panting boy reclin'd upon her breaſt, 
With labours paſt, and preſent joys oppreſt ; 
Whom ſtraight his lovely kind conductreſs led, 
And decent lodg'd on the chaſte genial bed! 


There, in her inmoſt chamber, as he lay, 
Bluſhing, ſhe wipes the trickling drops away; 
With Cytherean odours ſcents the room, 

To raiſe his ſpirits with the rich perfume; 
Chafes the numb'd limbs, and baths, in fragrant oil, 
The ſinews, ſtiffen'd with the wat'ry toil. 


Beyond the cheering incenſe he inhales, 
The thrilling touch of her ſoft hand prevails; 
He feels each pulſe with active vigour beat, 
And his big heart bound with reviving heat. 
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But now let fancy paint, and lovers gueſs 
What thought · ſuſpending rapture can't expreſs! — 
Great Juno, come! for, lo! th expecting bride 
In looſe attire, lies trembling by his fide! 
Behold, her circling arms intwine his waiſt! 
While thus ſhe ſpeaks, embracing, and embrac d. 


For me, brave youth! coud'ſt thou for me ſuſtain 
* Herculean dangers on the ſtormy main? 
No ſtory'd lover ever dar'd, like thee; 
And ſure no maid was ever bleſt, like me! 
O, 'twas too much! —but here ſecurely reſt; 
Forget thy toils, here, on this faithful breaſt. 
* So much obligd !--what can thy Hero ay? 
* — Accept what virgin-gratitude can pay. 


With tender ſighs, and a kind murm'ring moan, 
She ceas d. The youth unloos d her myſtick zone. 
Swift, as the winged meſſenger of Fove, 

He darts he graſps her in a ſtorm of love, 
Oer all her charms he roves without controul ; 
Her charms! that kindle body into ſoul! 

At their join'd lips, they feel their bounding hearts, 
In pangs of rapture, and convulſive ſtarts; 

And while the mutual tranſports they receive, 

The age of gods in one bleſt moment live! 


Neꝰ' er were thy facred rites obey'd ſo well, 
O Venus! never with ſo true a zeal! 


What 
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What tho' no formal pomp precedes their joys? 
They reap the ſolid bliſs without the noiſe! 5 
No chaunting bard the marriage-feaſt prolongs 
With ceremonial hymns, and tedious ſongs ! 

In folemn ftate, no dull proceſſions move; 

Their nuptial banquet is a feaſt of love: 

To hail the day, no buſy gueſts advance, 

Nor with ſoft muſick lead th officious dance: 

The bridal torch, here, no glad mother brings; 

No father, here, the Eymenæan ſings! | 
No morning ray the ſtol'n delight invades, 

Conceal'd in darkneſs, and propitious ſhades! 

But night and filence their kind influence ſhed, 
Brood Oer their joys, and conſecrate the bed! 


Reluctant now, e er Phæbus ſtreak'd the caſt, 
Unſated with the night's luxuriant feaſt, 
The gen'rous youth aroſe ; compell'd to ſhun 
The prying Seſtians, and elude the fun; 
Cheer'd with new hopes, new vows, the ſighing fair, 
And to Abydos ſwam with timely care; 
Warmly reflecting, midſt the billowy foam, 
On pleaſures paſt, and mighty joys to come. 
(dame; 
Thoughts, ſweet as thoſe, employ'd the beauteous 
Who, tho' a maid no more, preſerv'd the name; 
Her virgin-look the conſcious wife bely'd; 
By day a virgin, and by night a bride! 


Soon the fond pair the fights of love renew'd, 


Happy a while the leading god purſu'd; 
For 
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For the ſoft combat ev ry night they meet, 
And both triumphant ey xy morn retreat. 


Bur ah! of human bliG how ſhort the date! 
How ſudden the remorſeleſs ſtroke of fate! 
Expect a change, when joys are in extreams; 
Tranſient they come, and paſs like flecting dreams: 
To cloſe the dreadful ſcene, the gentle muſe, 

With tears, her task unwillingly purſues! 


Now hoary winter ſtalks in ſullen ſtate, 
On either hand his dire attendants wait, 
The deluge-threatning cloud, and driving ſtorm, 
To rend the air, and nature's face deform: 
No ſummer-ſuns, nor vernal breezes cheer 
Th inverted ſeaſon, and the blaſted year; 
But furious whirlwinds, with a circling ſweep, 
In horrid eddies heave the tortur'd deep: 
Th' unſtable ſands from the torn bottom riſe, 
On the vex'd ſurface boil, and daſh the skies: 
In the ſtrong conflict earth's foundations rock, 
And Neptune's palace feels the central ſhock : 
The practis d mariner, inur d to bear 
Winds, waves, and ſtorms, and all the liquid war; 
Now ſteers to ſhore from the devouring main, 
And to preſerve his life foregoes his gain. 


Not winds, nor waves, intrepid youth, controul 
The gallant purpoſe of thy ſtedfaſt foul! 
For, by unhappy blameleſs Hero rear d, 


Soon as the now perfidious torch appear d, 


D Thou 
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| Thou tempt'ſt the ſeas—lur'd to the known delight! 

| Ah! no! betray'd to ſhades of Srygian night! 
Yet wait, raſh fair, a more propitious time, 

Think too much love may ſometimes be a crime! 


But thou, curſt faithleſs guide, be doom'd to prove 
The torch of furies, not the lamp of love! 
Sepulchral flame! at funerals only ſhine, 

For ever-call'd the death-denouncing fign! 

O had the fair, by eager paſſion ſway'd, 
A while the fatal call of love delay'd, 

Had ſhe deferr'd the dear deſtructive joy, 
Nor to the wint'ry ſtorm expos'd the boy; 
Soon gentler ſeaſons — But the tender muſe 
The woman, and the lover can excuſe! 
Hard fate o'er-rul'd, and quickly ſhe'll atone 
The death of drown'd Leander by her own! 


Pregnant with horrors, and the lover's doom, 
Slow mov'd the guilty night in tenfold gloom ; 
While, lo! ſupcrior, like a ſea-born god, 

Th audacious youth on rolling mountains rode; 
Now waves on waves accumulated roar, 
Inſult the clouds, and tumble to the ſhore; 
Earth, ſeas, and skies are in confuſion hurl'd, 
And complicated ruin threats the world ; 
With adverſe blaſts impetuous winds ingage, 
And ſtrive for empire with ſonorous rage : 
Mad Boreas, from the caverns of the north 
To meet the ſouthern tyrant, iſſues forth; 
While arbitrary Eurus lawleſs might 

Bears down mild Zephyr in th' unequal fight. 


Tir'd 
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Tir'd with. vain toil, ſcar'd with each dreadful blaſt; 
Leander's ſtrength, and courage fail d at laſt : 
Long bravely obſtinate for love, and life, 
Long, the brave youth maintain'd the doubtful ſtrife 
With winds, and waves; till preſt by mighty odds, 
A mortal's ſtrength yields to the pow'r of gods. 


To beauty's queen, deſcended from the main, 
Panting, he prays, but panting prays in vain! 
Next, as he cleaves the ſurge with fainter ſtrokes, 
With fainter voice great Neptune's aid invokes ! 
And now, but hardly now ſupply'd with breath, 
While ev'ry gaſp imbibes the wat'ry death, 

To Boreas, once a lover, ſighs his pray'r, 

To help a lover in the laſt deſpair ! 

Conjures him by his Atthis' ſacred name, 

By the dear mem'ry of th Athenian dame, 
Conjures th enamour d wind, a wretch to fave, 
Now, now, juſt ſinking in th! ingulphing waye! 


But, ah! no god his ſupplication heard, 
Thus in the anguiſh of his ſoul preferr'd! 
Not youth's beſeeching groans, nor cries of love, 
No pray'rs th' inexorable ſiſters move! 


His feeble limbs no more dire& his courſe; 
The billows rage with unreſiſted force; 
His ſlacken d nerves their wonted aid deny; 
In vain he rolls a deprecating eye; 
For now the ruſhing wind the torch aſſails, 
Not pious Hero's watchful care avails; 
D 2 Nor 
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Nor torch, nor loyer the dire blaſt evade! 
Both fink, at once, in night's eternal ſhade! | 


Mean time, aloft, the diſcomented fair, 

Ill-fated Hero, ſtands with anxious care; 

Computes the tedious minutes from the tow'r, 
And finds he ſtaid beyond th' appointed hour; 
(The light extinguiſh'd) *midſt foreboding fears, 

She ſwells the winds with fighs, the waves with tears ; 

Vainly, and oft ſhe calls her much-lov'd lord, 

Beyond the goddeſs, whom ſhe ſerv'd, ador'd ; 

(Full on her face rude winds-return her moans; 

Alas! unheard *midſt nature's louder groans! ) 

Now, with herſelf, expoſtulates in grief; 

And hopes, ſhe knows not whence, or why, relief; 

Perhaps, arriv'd on th? unknown ſhore he Ne 

Perhaps, ſecurely at Abydos ſtays! a 

Deter d by winds, and a tempeſtuous night! 

Perhaps I ah no he ſaw the treach'rous light! 

* Saw! and wou'd venture hy did I, accurſt? 

sudden ſhe ſtops, and dares not think the worſt} 


At length ſhe ſees, with reſtleſs ſorrows torn, 
Riſing in clouds, ſhe ſees th' ill-omen'd morn! 


Now rolld around, her eager eyes explore 
The rocks, the beach, and diſtant-mazy ſhore: 


Fruitleſs her ſearch! now, now ſhe looks (in vain!} 
Yet, yet to find him ſtruggling on the main! 


But, O! too ſoon, as chance directs her eyes, 
The lovely, naked, breathleſs corſe ſhe ſpies! 


— — W 
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Cloſe at the baſis of the tow'r he lay, 
Daſh'd on the rocks, and beaten by the ſpray; 
Toſt by the buffets of the waves to ſhore ; 
Now ſeen too ſoon, and over-look'd before! 
Grief, rage, diſtraction, fury, and deſpair, 
With ſoul-afflicting horror, ſeize the fair! 


Like the prophetick Pythian, god - poſſeſt, 
She bounds, ſhe raves, ſhe ſmites her groaning breaſt; 
No ſoft aſſwaging vent her ſorrows find, 
Her red eyes glare, expreſſive of her mind! 
Madneſs congeals the fountain of her tears, 
And fate, in her deter mind looks, appears! 
No woman- drops, with mean complainings, flo w, 
Ignoble refuge of a vulgar woe! 
Oft as the dear pale features ſtruck her view, 
To cruel heav'n upbraiding looks ſhe threw ; 
With wiſhful eyes ran o'er the well-known face, 
And meditates in death a laſt embrace; 
Then ſmiles ſevere, in ſcorn of future fate, 
And bids, a while, the mighty ſpirit wait! 
© Ye gods! ſhe cries, nor yet Leander's loſt! 
Thus, thus I catch my husband's hov'ring ghoſt!? 
Straight riſing with extatick force to throw 
Her darting body, aim'd at his, below ; 
Headlong ſhe ſprang from the tow'r's fearful height! 
And wing'd precipitate her downward flight ! 


For loſt Leander thus his Hero fell! 
None dy'd fo greatly! none e'er lov'd fo well! 
She, for the youth, he periſh'd for the fair! 
Nor death divides the lovely loving pair ! 
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OD E I. 
Upon his LTR. 


IHE * fons of Atreus now Tl ſing! 
Lo! now Ii ſing the + ſons of MY > 


But, late I chang'd the Wo... 
Reſoly'd to fing ſome loftier ſtrain; 

Such as the brave and great inſpire : 
Alas! I chang'd the wire in yain! 


#* Agamemmon and Menelaus. + Hercules and Cadmus. 
In 


[46] 
In vain reſolv d! for ſtill 1 found, 
But love, my lyre would nothing ſound. 


Hence, fare ye well! ye great and brave! 
Ye ſons of Atreus and of Fove! 

Hence, fare ye well! to love a ſlave, 
My lyre ſhall nothing ſound, but love! 


ODE IL 


421 i 


Niro gives all creatures arms». 
Faithful guards from hoſtile hartms! 
Jaws, the lyon to defend; 

Horrid jaws, that wide diſtend ! 
Horns, the bull; reſiſtleſs force! 

Solid hoofs, the gen'rous horſe; 
Nimble feet, the fearful hare; 
Wings, the bird, to fail in air; 

Fins, the fiſh, thro? ſea to roll; 

Man, the virtues of the ſoul. 


Thus ſhe laviſh'd all her ſtoreꝑ—-k 
What tor woman had ſhe more? | 
Beauty to her ſhare did fall; 

Beauty! the beſt guard of all! 


[ 47 ] 


She that's beauteous, need not fear 
Sword or flame, or ſhield or ſpear ; 
Beauty better aid affords, 

Better far, than flames or ſwords! 
Better far, than ſpears or ſhields! 


Ev'ry pow'r to beauty yields. 


ODE III. 
Upon CUP1D. 


s it happen'd on a night, A 
Full of rain! and void of light! 

Diſmal darkneſs! (When, on high, 

Ev'ry ſtar had left the sky; 

And below, by ſleep oppreſt, 

Ev'ry mortal gone to reſt!) 

Love ſtood knocking at my door; 

Love! to me unknown before. 


Whence, and who, ſo late at night; 
(Words half-utter'd with affright) 

« Dares, {aid I, ſuch knocking keep? 

« Dares, diſturb my downy ſleepꝰ 
« Little cauſe have you to fear, 

« Whence we come, or who we are: 


(Love, with ſubtlety, replies) 
« Only, pr'y-thee, ſtranger, riſe; 
T 


L 485 
And ſome gentle eare employ, 

« On a little harmleſs, boy: 
« Drowning, wand ring all the night, 
« Full of rain! and void of light! 


Mov'd at what the urchin id; 
Eaſy fool! I roſe from bed ; 
Lit a lamp, and op'd the door; 
Where, indeed, a boy I ſpy'd; _ - 
Wings, who on his ſhoulders wore, 
Bow and quiver by his ſide. 
Ent'ring, I no more inquire; 
But kindly place him by the fire, 
His little hands, (fo chill with cold) 
In mine to warm, I fondly hold; 
His little hairs, (fo wet with rain) 
I gently wring and dry again, 
When ſtraight reviving by my cares, 
When warm'd his hands, and dry'd his hairs: 
Friend, {aid he, I fain wou'd know, 
How fares my dart? how fares my bow ? 


If proot againſt the wet or no? | 


Friend! how fates' my dart and bow ! 
He bent his bow, he fix*d his dart, b 
And ſhot it full into my heart; 

Full! as the fiery ſerpent ſtings, 

Then lily ſmiling, out he ſprings; 

And now (ſaid he) my friend, I know, 
Safe is my dart; ſafe is my bow. 
Happy for thee, cou'd'ſt thou but ſay 
Thy heart were half as ſafe, as they. 


ODE 
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V.* c 


bes W I 


0 DE IV. 
pon i 


my x ſofteſt beds at leiſure laid, 

Beds of Lote, and Myrtle. made! 
While the eaſy XA I ſpend, 
Love! my feſtal ſhall attend, 
Love! his robe behind him bound, 
Love! ſhall ſerve my goblet round! 
Swift, in this terreſtrial ſtrife, 

Turns the rapid wheel of life. 
Swift, as ſpeeding from the bar, 
Turns her wheel the rapid car. 

_ 


Soon, my friends, to cruel death, 
I, alas! muſt yield my breath. 
Soon diſſolve (too ſoon I muſt) 
Turn'd to undiſtinguiſh'd duſt. 


Do not then, when I am dead, 
Flow'rs, or wines, or odours ſhed, 
Fruitleſs love! ſuperfluous care! 
Spare me then what I can ſpare. 
Rather, in theſe preſent hours, 
Bring your odours, wines, and flow'rs. 


E * Now, 
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Now, o Cupid, bind my hair! 
Summon, now, the tender fair; 
That before I'm doom'd to go 
To the ſhades, that ſport below; 
I may taſte with thoſe that live, 
All the ſports, that life can give. 


2 HO 


OD E V. 
Upon the ſame Subject. 


* Y, what flow'r do you delign 
Grateful to the god of wine? 

Say, what flow'r, but that, can prove 
Grateful to the god of love? = 
Come then, friends, with roſes crown'd, 
Come, and put the goblet round: 
Thus we'll laugh, and thus we'll play, 
D:ink and revel all the day. | 


Of each lovely flow'r that grows, 
The moſt lovely is the roſe. 
Lovely roſe! the ſpring's delight, 
Nothing ſewing half fo bright! 
Lovely roſe! of gods the care, 
Nothing ſceing half fo fair, 

Love himſelf, when he reſorts 
Where the band of graces ſports, 
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And to join the dance prepares, 
Binds with this his golden hairs. 

Crown me then; and with the lyre 
Sweetly breathing ſoft deſire; 
And the fair, provoking love; 
Straight to Bacchus fane remove! 
There we'll laugh, and there we'll play, 
Drink and revel all the day. ae 


ODE VII. 
Upon Cup ip. \ 


ove met me lately all alone, 

And bad me, in a threat'ning tone; 
Away, Anacreon, let us try, 
Who can run faſter, you or I. 
Tho? nought, that day, his dang'rous hand 
Arm'd but an Hyacinthian wand, 
Yet to diſpute his pow'r afraid, 
Love with reluctance I obey d. 
So thro' the ſtreams and O er the vales, 
And up the hills, and down the dales, 
We ran. When from a woody brake 
Out ſprang a fiery-venom'd ſnake; 
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And ſtung me (as I thought) to death: 

For ſtrait my ſoul, in deadly fright, 
fs with her laſt-expiring breath, 

Flut'ring up-roſe to take her flight. 
Cupid, un-hop'd-for ſuccour brings ; 
And gently fans me with his wings, 
And mildly warns: „Thus caution'd, prove, 
« Hence-forth, more tractable to love! 


ODE II. 


Upon the CARRIER-DOVE. 


ELL me, pray, my pretty dove! 

Tell me, lovely ſcout of love! * 
Whence, and whither, doſt thou fly, 
Sweets: diſtilling, thro' the sky? 

Whence, and whither, do'ſt thou go? 
Tell me, for I fain wou'd know. 


Stranger, if thou fain wou'dſt know, 
I to fair Bathyllus go; 
Charming boy ! whoſe haughty ſway 
All implicity obey. 
To Anacreon I belong, 
Giv'n by Venus for a * ſong. 


* u. ep Fe. 


Hence 
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Hence I ſerve, a faithful dove, 
All his embaſſies of love. 
Who for * this, that here you ſee, 
- Gave his word to ſet me free. 


But what joy can that afford? 
(Shou'd Anacreon keep his word!) 
Here and there to roam at will, 
Over mead, or over hill? 

Or to perch in lonely wood ! 
Truſting chance for ruſtick food? 
When I now am daily fed, 

With my maſter's pureſt bread; 
Daily in his goblet join, 

(Heav'nly draught!) of pureſt wine. 
Feeding now, perhaps, I ſtand, 
Gently-cooing, on his hand. 
Drinking now my wings I ſpread, 
Fondly-flutring, o'er his head; 

Or, with downy fleep poſſeſt, 

On his lyre repoſe to reſt; 


Now thou doſt my buſineſs know, 
Where I come, and whither go, 
Curious ſtranger, ſpeed thy way! 
Thou'ft made me prate like any jay. 


* The Letter: 


OD E 


$ 


cy 


If 54 J N 


ODE XIV. 
Upon Cur1D: - 


V ICTOR-Love! I yield, I yield, 
Thou haſt fairly won the field, 
Thou, who oft haſt vainly ſtrove 
To perſuade me (victor- love!) 

By the ſofteſt terms to yield, 

Thou, by force haſt won the field. 


To the battle love did go, 
With his quiver and his bow. 
I my jav'lin, I my ſhield, 
Like a new Achiles weild. 
Furious, love begins the fight, 
Which I ward by ſubtle flight; 
Love purſues with might and main, 
Shooting all his darts in vain; 


But, at length, in want of dart, 


Shoots himiclf into my heart, 
Yet inſenſible of flame; 

And diſſolves my vital frame. 
Now my jav lin, now my ſhield, 
All in vain, in vain I weild : 
Arms without muſt ſurely fail, 


When the foes within prevail. 
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ODE XVI. 


Upon Himſelf. 


HE wars of Thebes your muſe employ ; 
His muſe the deathleſs wars of Troy; 
Wars of my own employ my muſe, \ 
Wars! where I no mercy meet! | 
Wars where my deſtroyers uſe, 
Neither horſe, nor foot, nor fleet! 
Nor any arms to gain their prize! 
Not any arms, but thoſe of eyes. 


— — — —_ — 


ODE M. 


To his MISTRESS. 


$f ee to ſtone thy * daughter ſtands, 
Dread Tantalus! on Phrygian lands: 

And + thine a bird, Pandion, flies 

On fable pinions thro? the skies. 


—_ .__—_ — — 


* Niobe. + Progne, + Swallow, 
Woud 
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Wou'd heay'n on me beſtaw the grace, 


O &ver-lovely to beliold!' 

The plaſs Id be, that views thy face; 
The veſtments, that thy waiſt infold. 
The ſtreams, in which thy body ſwims ; 

The unguents, that anoint thy limbs ; 
The golden bands, thy breaſt that deck; 
The pearly chains, that claſp thy neck ; 
Thy very ſandals I would be, 

Tho trod to earth; fo trod by thee. 


ODE Ml. 


To BATHYLLUS. 


o ME, Bathyllus, to this ſhade 

By cloſe-mingling branches made, 
Branches ſweet! Whoſe * tender hair 
Sport with ev'ry breath of air. 
Nouriſh'd by freſh ſtreams below 
Softly murm'ring as they flow. 

Who, by folly not betray'd, 

Who wou'd fly ſo fweet a ſhade? 


c 


® darts Xara: 
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ODE XXII. 
Upon GOLD. 


o ARD up gold? == Had gold the pow'r 


To with-hold the fatal hour: 
Cou'd it that fad hour with-hold, 
Gold I'd hoard, vaſt ſums of gold, 
That when death on me ſhould call, 
Death the certain doom of all! 

I might (day ſucceeding day} 
Purchaſe ſtill a new delay. 

But ſince death has not the pow'r 
To with-hold the fatal hour, 

Why ſhou'd I in fears and pains 
Spend what yet of life remains? 
Life! whoſe length alone appears, 
Truly worth my pains and fears. 
No! - to pleaſe my mirthful foul, 
Give me the full-flowing bowl; 
Give me with ſome faithful friend 
What of life remains, to ſpend. 

Or on beds of ſoftneſs laid © 
With ſome kind-complying maid; | 
Joys, more heav'nly yet, to prove, 
True to thy rites, fair queen of love. 


ODE 
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FACED 


Fai” © ww r 


ODE om 


Upon Cv rip. 


UN-WAY love the muſes finding, 
And in flow'ry fetters binding, 
Straight their little captiv'd ſlave 
To the charge of beauty gave. 


R 


Venus hearing love was caught, 
Mighty gifts of ranſom brought; 
To redeem him from his chain, 
Mighty gifts ſhe brought in vain. 


Cupid of his own free- will, 
Proffer'd liberty refuſes, 
Chuſing to live captive ſtill, 
Slave of beauty and the mules. 


ODE 


— nnn... — * 2» 


7 the SWALLOW. 


Hus * Grallow! ſocial veſt! 

Duly each year you build your neſt, 

In which all ſummer you remain; 

But winter come, depart again; . _ 
And, fled to warmer climes the while, . .+ 
Lodge or near Memphis or the Nile. 


Sweet bird! how happy ſhou'd I be, 
Would love but tome and go like thee! 
Who in my heart, a conſtant gueſt, 
Builds all the year, nor quits his neſt, 


Some in the ſhell impriſon'l lie, 
Some newly-fledg'd begin to fly; 
Some half-diſclos'd, in doubtful ſtrife, 
Preſs, yet un-finiſh'd; katy life; — 

My breaſt with endleſs noiſe is torn, 
Of craving loves inceſſim - be 
The full-grown bird with tender food 
Careful ſupplies the rallow-kravd ; 
And ſoon the callow-broeod full-grown, 
Supplies another of her own. 
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A proper rem'dy who can tell? 
So many loves within me dwell ; 
No tongue their number can declare; Ros Le 
No heart, alas, their. burthen bear. 0 8 ' 


ODE MAV. 
To his Young MISTRESS. 


Wire in the bloom of years, 
Poor Anacreon you deſpiſe ; 
Little grace his ſnow-white hairs 
Gain him, fair-one, in your eyes. 
Let not that affect your mind: - = 
Half fo well no mixture ſhews, 


In the wreaths our temples bind, 
As when the lilly joins the zoſe. 


ODE 


I ſ I 


3 


None but he, had ever dar'd, 


£6 1 
See 
| ops m.. 
Upon the Pithure of Jur1tER and 


EUROPA. 


_ that bull we ſee is Fove, f 
To that ſhape transform'd by love! 
Dogm'd on his broad baek to bear, 

Thfo' the ſea, the Tyrian fair; 

And with his large hoof divide, 
Foaming-round, the troubled tide. 

None but he, of all the herd, : 


Thro' that boundleſs tract to rove; 
Sure it can be none but Fove. 


ODE XVI. 


Upon LIFE. 


1 me not your arts and rules, 
Empty words of bab ling ſchools! 
What of good to me imparts, 
Your vain talk of rules and arts? 


F Teach 


* 


1 


Teach me rather to refine, 
In the pleaſing rules of wine! 
Teach me rather to improve, 
In the golden arts of love. 


Quick, e'er haſty life take wing, 
Wine refreſh'd with water bring : 
Bring the heav'nly mixture, boy! 
Grudge me not the ſhort-liv'd joy! 
Deſtin'd ſoon to yield my breath, 
"There's no drinking after death! 


Sie e 
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ODE AL. 


Upon CUPID. 


ANTON Cupid, as at play 

On a bank of flowers he lay, 
By a little bee was ſtung, 
That about his fingers clung. 
Straight to Venus running, flying, 
Raving ſometimes, ſometimes. crying. 
Help, ah! mother, help your ſon, 
Help (he cry'd) or I'm undone. 
© Look how that audacious thing, 
* Has tranſpierc'd me with his ſting. 


Thing, 
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* Thing, I know not what to call: 
Winged thing, as fierce as ſmall. 
Winged ſerpent, let me ſee —= 
That the ruſticks name a bee. 


Venus ſmiling on her ſong 
Boy, (ſhe ſaid) if thou'rt undone 
By ſo very mall a thing, 
By ſo very {light a ſting, 
What muſt be the lover's ſmart, 
When thy arrows picrce his heart ? 
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ODE Mx. 
2 Upon Cupid's Arrows. 


s the * god of manual arts 
Wrought at Lemnos, forging darts, 
Darts! the cauſe of am'rous woe ! 
Darts of ſteel for Cupids bow! 
+ Love, in honey, dipt them all; 
But her wanton ſon in gall. 


Hither, freed from war-alarms, 
Hither came, by fatal chance, 

Mars, the mighty god of arms, 
With his long-portended lance. 


SU PE EIT 


Vulcan. + Venus. 
F 3 
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Cupid's darts, with ſcornful eyes 
Viewing, haughtily he cries: 
* This is flight, and that's a toy. 


FThoſe, perhaps, replies the boy. 


But if I divine aright- 
Take it This is not ſo ſlight. 
Mars receives it — Venus {miles 
At her ſon's well- ſeaſon'd wiles. 


Mars, with ſudden pain poſſeſt, 
Sighing from his inmoſt breaſt, 
© Cupid ! thou divine'ſt aright! 
This, ſays he, is not ſo light, 
Take it No! returns the boy, 
Keep it, Mars tis but a toy. 


ODE LIII. 


An E pithalamium, on the Marriage of 


STRATOCLES, 


Y o u, the faireſt child of Fove 


Venus ! powerful queen of love! 


Cupid! god of pleaſing ſtrife! 
Hymen ! guard of happy lite! 
You I call. Propitious prove, 
Tyrtn: Capidt queen of love! 


— 


* 
320 * 1 


Riſe! 


1 


Riſe! too ſleepy boy, ariſe! 
Riſe! and ſeize the lovely prize? 
E'er the tim'rous thing take flight, 
Shameful of intruding light. 

Riſe! o boy, by Venus bleſt! 
Riſe! and take her to thy breaſt! 
Claſp the fair-one in thy arms. 
Fair-one! full of bloomy charms. 


Lively as in genial bow'rs, 


Shines the roſe, the queen of flow'rs!. 


Lively thy Myrtilla ſhows, 
Mixt with maids, of maids the roſe! 


Now, that Phabus from the sky 
Views thee, boy, with envious eye. 
Riſe! and feaſt thy raviſh'd ſight! 
Riſe! and take the ſoft delight 
So may they their influence ſhed, 

On the fruitful marriage-bed; 
So may they propitious prove; 
Hymen { Cupid ! queen of love!. 


Two 


Two Fc from SA P PRO. 


I. Upon Two Faoturi te- Mai , of ih 
ſhe was jealous. 


70 Love. 


D IRE love, whom nothing can reclaim, 
Ah me! diſſolves my vital frame. 
Dire bird of prey! more fierce than ſmall! 
And full of honey mixt with gall! - 

By thee alone, bright Athis, mov'd,. 

(So loving, late; and, ſtill, ſo lovd; 1. 
Makes falſe Andromeda her care! 

And leaves poor Sappho to deſpair. 


II. Upon the Ros E. 

WW D Jove a queen of flow'rs decree, 
The roſe the queen of flow'rs ſhou'd be. 

The bluſh of meads! the pride of bow'rs! 
The grace of plants the eye of flow'rs. 
The e gods themſUves her beauties move. 
Fav'rite of Venus! breath of love! 
What flows is half ſo. charming found, 
As when, with full- blo dom treſſes crown'd, 
The roſe in all her bloom prevails, 
And ſmiles on Zephyr's gentle gales? 
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From 
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From JULIAN. 


In Imitation of ANACREON. 
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Love among the flowrs I found: 5 
Seizing faſt this foe of mine; | 

And immerſing deep in wine; 

Straight, in hand, I took the cup; 

Straight I drank the wanton up. 


Now the idle-flutt'ring gueſt - | 
Up and down my boſom. fprings, 

Teazing, tickling, without reſt, 
With the feathers of his wings. 
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From THEOCRITUS. . 
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In Imitation of ANACREON.. | 
\ Upon the Death of ADoN1s. | 


N HEN the queen of ſoft delire, 
Saw the much-lov'd boy expire; - 
Pale his checks; hairs ſtiff with gore; 
She bad her loves go ſeek the boar. 
| Straight 
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- Running, flying, ſearch d the groves: 
Straight the fatal miſereant found 
And in thouſand fetters bound. 

This before, with twiſted thong, 
Drew th' unwieldy brute along: 

That behind, with looſen'd bow, 
Lafh'd him forward, lagging-ſlow... 
Slow he lagg d with penſive mien, 
Much afraid of beauty's queen. 
Was it thou, for ever curſt! 


© Worſt of beaſts! of boars the worſt! 


Was it thou, that did'ſt deſtroy, 
Thou that killdſt my fav'rite boy? 
Full of griet the goddeſs cry'd —. 
Full of grief the boar reply d; 
© Lowly-bending at thy knee, 
By thy fav'rite, and by thee, 
© Theſe thy fetters which I wear, 
© 'Theſfe thy ſportive loves, I ſwear : 
Never once thy fav'rite-boy, 
Thought I, Venus, to deſtroy ! 
True - when naked to the fight, 
« I Adonis thigh beheld; 
© Thigh! as poliſfd iv'ry white! 
* Thigh! that iv'ry far excell'd! 
And, in tranſport of defire, 


Kiſs d, perhaps, with too much fire— . 


That did hurt thy fav'rite-boy 
That did him and me deſtroy. 


Straight the nimble-winged loves, 


Take 
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Take theſe tusks then, Venus, take; 
Take and puniſh for his fake; 
Tusks! to me that hateful prove! EN 
* Tusks! that murder what they love! 
* Or, if meaſur'd by th' offence, 
Thou with theſe wilt not diſpenſe; 
If theſe victims be too ſmall, 
„Take, o Venus, lips withal. 


Y 
Venus, pitying his pains, 
Bad the loves releaſe his chains. 
He, releas'd, ncer ſeeks the groves; 
But attending, midſt the loves, 
Climbs, ſelf-mov'd, the fun'ral pyre, 
And burns the * lovers in the fire. 
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From B1oN. 
— 5 ; 


IDvYLiIUM IL 


- BOY, late following in a ſhady grove, 

Perch d on a box, diſcovers run way love. _. 
The painted bird with tranſport he deſerʒ; ö; 
(For love appear'd a bird of wondrous fie) 

And joins his + reeds: which love, in wanton play, 
Now here, now there, evades from ſpray, to ſpray. 


* . * * 


* His tusks. 


4 ient fowli od, made ed 
+ An ancient fowling-r of reeds, 3 
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Inrag'd the boy, (his labour fruitleſs found) 
His uſeleſs reeds daſh'd furious on the ground. 
And to the grove an ancient ruſtic brought; 
By whom, the guileful art, he had been taught. 
Told him, how he had loſt the charming prize, 
And mark'd him where he fat with wiſhful eyes. 
The good old fowler ſhook his hoary head, 
And to his thoughtleſs ſcholar ſmiling ſaid: 
* Purſue him not, but fly thy ſelf away! 
© This bird, aflure thee, is a bird of prey. 
Secure in youth, avoid him while you can, 
* Truſt me, my boy, once you arrive at man, 
He of himſelf, the bird that lately fled, 
© Shall freely light, and perch upon your head. 


dats Con om 


From Moschus. 


IDyYLLIUM I. 


11 * from his mother- goddeſs gone aſtray; 

Thus loud ſhe cry'd her wanton run- a-way. 

Who ſhall conduct me to the vagrant boy; 

A kiſs ſhall have, replete of heay'nly joy. 

Who to my arms the vagrant ſhall reſtore, 

Shall have as ſweet a kiſs, and ſomething more - 

| © You can't miſtake him once his marks are ſhown, 
This boy, among a thouſand, may be known. 


Not 
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Not white his body, but reſembling fire: 
And his eyes ever- flaming with deſire. | 
« At conſtant varianee are his tongue and mind: 
His thoughts deceitful, as his ſpeech is kind. 

Words ſweet as honey, from his lips diſtil, 
« His guiletul heart the better to conceal; 
© Where crucl malice lurks in fair diſguiſe. 
© Spightful as treach'rous! full of wiles as lyes! 
Soft- curly locks his wanton forehead grace; 
* And add uncommon archneſs to his face. 
His hands, tho' ſmall, far, wond'rous far, can throw; 
Far! as th' infernal king that rules below! 
« A little bow, and little dart he bears; 
© Little! yet large enough to pierce the ſpheres! 
A golden quiver on his ſhoulder ſounds: © 
And full of ſhafts, with which ev'n me he wounds! 
No ſhaft but is moſt fatal; no, not one! 
« But moſt his torch; that fires the very ſun. 
Of body naked! fraudulent of mind! 
Swift as a bird, and faithleſs as the wind 
No here, now there, he takes his nimble flights, 
To nymphs or ſwains; and on their hearts alights. 


If this my run-a-way you chance to find; 
« Shew him no pity, but in fetters bind. 
Nor tho'-he feign to weep, or feign to ſmile; 
Let this, or that, your eaſy faith beguile. 
© With kiſſes would he bribe, refuſe them all; 
The lips of love are fraught with venom'd gall. 
« Wou'd he reſign his arms, ev'n thoſe diſclaim ; 
The gifts of love are ting d wia ſubtle flame. 


From 


r 
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The SONG of - DgMoDicus. 


or rigid by turns, the d Iyrit moves, 
By turns, he modules Mar, and Venus loves. 
As + how the god. ohtain d the ſoft delight. 
And how the goddeſs ſtain'd the nuptial-rite. 
Till he, the pow'r that gilds the lofty sky, 

The long-ſtoln pleaſure view'd with envious eye 
(The far- effulgent fun, that dll things views) 

And to the jealous husband, bore the news. 


The gloomy god, with grief and rage poſſeſt, 
Revenge deep-ponders in his anxious breaſt. =_ 
Straight to his Forge, in vengeful haſte, he hies, 
Strait with the ledge, the labour'd anvil plies; 
And frames a net- work of ſuch curious make, 
As neither art could looſe, nor ſtrength cou'd break; 
And yet compacted of ſuch ſubtle parts, 
It ſeem d the product of Arachnean arts. 
This guileful ſnare (the lovers to ſurprize) 
Too fine for mortal, or immortal eyes; 


— . 
1 Ip bribes, 
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In felds unſcen, laborious Vulcan ſpread, - 
Above, below, around the conſcious bed. 
Then (as he feign'd) to Lemnos he remov'd, 
Lemme: ! of all his courts the beſt below d! 

Hi well-diflembled march, the god of war, 
With watchtul eyes, diſcovers from afar : 
And, cager to relieve his am'rous pains, 
Flies to the vacant dome, with flowing reins. 

Scares doh ieee 
(Sped from the courts of all- effecting Fove) 
Deſcended freſh with new-recruited charms ; 
To whom, all-rapture, thus the god of arms. 


Come, love! the fair occaſion let us ſeize! 
hand ſoft-moulding with a tender ſqueeze) 
Come, love! in bliſs the happy hour employ; 
* Fer thy dull god diſturb the well-reap'd joy; 
Who thoſe dear arms for barb'rous Sintian, flies, 


Who quits, for Lemnian fires, thoſe brighter eyes. 


The goddeſs: melts. For, with perſuaſive art, 
The ſoothing accents ſtole upon her heart; 
And to the genial bow'r, the god convey'd 
Down dropt the toils, by careful Vulcan laid ; 
And held them faſt, unable to remove, 

Doubly- incumber d in the bonds of love! 


Th' officious ſun perceiv d the lovers caught, 
And to the ſcene of guilt grim Vulcan brought. 
Frantic the god furvey'd the twining pair; 
Alas! what husband ſuch a fight cou d bear? 


G Fill d 
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Filld the wide-vailted heav'ns with ee, Wer 

COON 4 e ee ro- 

0 oct. { ET 

Draw near, hegte — FR (ke ad) | 

* View there the foul diſhonour of my bed! 

View there th* eternal ſcandal of my life! 

Thy daughter, eve! and my laſcivious wife! 

© Lo! where with Mars ſne lies ah! curſt embrace! 

Mars has her love, and Vulcan her diſgrace ; 

For Mars is lovely- born, and Vulcan lame; 

The happier he But, gods - am I to blame? 

« If his ſtreight limbs with ſtatelier beauties ſtiine; 

Condemn my parents — tis no fault of mine. 

« But let them now poſleſs their boaſted charms: 

* Now let them claſp, cloſe folded, arms in arms: 

For once, tho to the other each. ſo dear, 1 

For once, perhaps, they'll find themſelves too near. 

« Strive to get free they may but ſtrive in vain: 

For never ſhall this hand unlooſe that chain. 

Never! till Fove repay the precious dow'r, 

 « Giv'n for his daughter in a luckleſs hour; 

© Eer yet our hands in marriage-bonds were join d. 

* His daughter! fair of face, but falſe of e 4 


He fad. Mean time, the gods anden © come, | 
Divine-aſſemblage! to the brazen dome, 
By Vulcan rouz d; deſirous of the fight: | 
With theſe the“ god, whom prudent arts delight; 
And + he, whoſe hand deals deadly ſhafts around; 
And + he, whoſe trident ſhakes the ſolid ground. ö 


1 n 


* Merewy, . Apollo, f Nee. . 
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Ba forthe goddeſs hey fl nnd TOR 


The gods ſtood round. „ 
Some laugh d to ſee the god of war be guild 
Some Vulcan prais d. The flow, . 
sure puniſhment awaits nefurious deeds! 

For fleetneſs fam d, in theſe ſupream abodes, 

* Mars (as they cry d) is fore-moſt of the gods. 
* Yet, doom'd the mulct of lawleſs love to pay, 
© Fleet Mars to tardy Vulcan now gives way. 


To Hermes then, the god of day began: 
Say, meſſenger of good events to man; - 
* Wou'd'ſt thou, like Mars, to reap thoſe heav'nly charms, 
* Wou'd'ſt thou, be bound in golden Venus arms? 


Ah! yes, fair ſon of Fove!.(the youth reply d) 
* With chains on chains, inextricably ty'd ; 
© Tho' all Olympus were one common eye; 
* Tho! all your gods, your goddeſles ſtood. by; 
Like happy Mars, to reap thoſe heav'nly charms, 
* I wou'd be bound in golden Venus arms. 


He ſpoke. Loud peals of laughter ſhake the skies, 
When thus to Vulcan, Neptune mild applies. 
Alt length, tis time to cloſe the ſhameful ſcene: 
Enough haſt thou indulg'd thy lawful ſpleen. 
« Deliver Mars from theſe inglorious bands; 
My ſelf ſhall ſee thee paid the full demands. 
To whom, thus Vulcan. © Urge us not too far! 


How can we truſt that treach'rous god of war? 
Shou d 


| N 
| d we unlooſe him, pod, at thy requeſt; 
where lies our furety?-.- In that faithleſs breaſt ? 


For that (again th indulgent pow'r replyd) 
If not in him, at leaſt in me conſide. 
At my requeſt the warrior god unlooſe, 
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C "Tis thine (re-anſivers Falces) to command ; 
And to the net applies his skilful hand, 


To Thracian hills the god of war removes; 
The laughter-loving dame to Paphran groves; 
Where num'rous ſlaves her pleaſing pow'r invoke :. 
And num Tous altars, rich in odours, ſmoke. 
Round their diſorder'd queen, in wonted ſtate, 
The graces, her aſſiduous hand-maids, wait; 
Her wearied limbs refreſh with heav'nly ſhow'rs, 
Ambroſial ſweets ! that bath immortal pow'rs. 
Then cloath her glorious in her robes divine; 
And give in her full blaze of charms to ſhine. 


So to his lyre the bard attun'd his fong ; 
And fill'd, with N the e throng. 


